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< ter in a hut on an Inland.

- When some of our editorial friends

SYNOPSIS,

Jaseph Hayward, an enslgn In _the
United States army, on_hin way to Fort
Harmar, meets Simon GQirty, s renegads
whose namo has been conrectsd with wll

wnner of atrooities, also headed for
E&rt Harmar, with a message from the

tishh  general, Hamilton, Hayward
guldes him to the fort. At Gensral Hor-
Bnrl headquarters Haywarid meata Rene

*Auvray, who professes to recogniee him,

Ithough he hus no recollection of ever
:n 'Ing mean her before. Hayward volun-
teera (0 earry o message for Harmar te
Bandusky, where Hamilton is stationed.
The northwest Iadlan tribes are ready
for war and sawe only held back by the

fusnl of thae t?emllr Wyandots to join.
5 latter are demanding tha return of

a-pa-tea-lnh, a religlous teacher, whom
they belleve to be B prisoner. Tiayward's
misslon in to assure the Wyandots that
the man Is not held by the soldlars Reéns
anks Hayward to let her accompany him,
am tells Bim that she ls8 a quarter-blood

andot and & misstonary among the

thn-. Bhe has been in wsearch of her
I'attu-r Bho Insista that she has seen
Hayward before, but in a Britlsh unl-
form. Haywnrd refuses her rrc!uut and
atarts for the north accompanied b n
scout named Brady and n s:r vata soldl
They come on the trail of a war nlﬂr

dinne take shel-
and to escape from the In Ny wars Ande

a murdered man in the hut. It proves to
be Tlaoul D'Auveay, a former French oMm-
oer ‘ho s called by the Wyandots “white
ehief.,” Tene appéars and llu;mm! in
puszled by her inslstance that thay have
met before. Rene recognizes the mur:
dered man as her father, who was kngwn
among the Indians as Wa-pa-tes-tah. Bhe
tells Hayward her father was exiled from
the French court and ° 9 spent his life
among the Indians ag & rasstonary. Brady
reporis stelng a band of munuilir:1 lu-
dinnx in the vieinity and with them Himon
Qirty. Brady's evidence convinces tha
girl that there la a British officer by the
name of Hayward, who resembloes o
moriean. They find escape from the
iand cut off.

CHAPTER X.—Continued.

Brady flung forward his rifle, yet
hesitated, fearing to fire. Whatever It
might be—animal or man —tha thing
was coming directly toward us, swim-
ming with long, stringy locks of wet
hair dangling to the shouldors. It was
a man beyond doubt, yet for the In-
stant I could not determine whether
red or white. As he stood there sunk
to his armpits in water, he beheld us
for the first time, and there burst from
his lipe a sudden, guttural exclama-
tion of alarm, With the strange sound
Schultz leaped forward, lumbering
against me as he pansed, and splashed
his way out toward the fellow, utter
Ing some exclamation in his native
tongue, He reached him, the two
volces greating cach other.

“Well!" exclaimed Brady in disgust,
“If It ain‘t another Dutchman. Come
in here, you!"

The two waded ashore onto the
sand, Schuitz's heavy hand grasping
his companion’s arm, and helping him
along. 1 saw a face white and ghastly
In the starlight, lean, smooth-shaven,
looking emaciated against the long,
dark hair, the eyes bright with fanatl-
clsm. He was a tall, spare man, shak-
Ing so he could hardly stand. The
very sight of him aroused my sym:
pathy.

“Don't be afrald,” 1 sald zoothingly.
“We're all white. How dld you come
hera?"

His eyes looked nt me as 1 spoke;
then shifted to Schultz’s face In sllent
questioning. The latter was breath-
ing hard, but managed to explain, -

“He pot tulk English ver' goot, Myn:
heer. I tell you vat he eay mit me—
he vos a Dutch preacher; yaw, mine
Gott; yust over py mine own coun-
tries; ho voo named Adrian Block.”

“Did he swim all the way?" asked
Brady grinning, but Schultz kept his
eyes fastened on me, held by the one
thought to which he sought to give ut-
terance.

“He vos Moravian, myunheer; vos
vou conll missonury—s0? He von
month In dees country, an’ know only
to preach.”

The girl leaning forward, Interrupt-
ed with a whisper:

“1 recognize the man, monsieur; he
wus the prisoner 1| told you of in the
Indian camp-—the Protestant."

“They lef’ him only mit one guard,
an' after while, dot fellow he fall
neleep. Den he got loose mid his
bonds, an' ereep down mit der shore
of der Inke where & bont wus, So he
driff out op der water; but der boat
leak, an' go down, leaving him mijt not-
tings., Dot vas it, mynheer, Den he
awim som' an' pray mooch, &n' so
com' here mit us, altready."”

“Where did the indlans go?"

"“Up mit der lake ehore—so ke dis,”
waving his hand.

“All of them?
also?

Schultz repeated the question, and
Block answered, never once removing
his eyes from mademolselle,

“He know not what became of der
little man; he wsee him not for long
while, but der big man he go mit der
Injuns—yaw, he tells dem der way,
an' talk all der timo.”

“We have got the eltuation clear
enough,” concluded Brady, coolly.
“Whoever that red-coal I8, he evident-
Iy knows the best way to this Island,
and the fix we're In. 8o far ae [ can
oee there ls nothing left us but to
Aght. We can't got ‘away now; the
boat Is nseless, and those Injuns have
blocked the ford. That's exactly
where they are now, watehin® fer us
to sttempt to cross, The only ques-

The two white men

tion ls: Where can wa hold out the
longest? I'm fer goin' back to the
houeo.”

“And 1 also,” I -‘nld. declding Instant-
1y, and as qulckly assuming command.
“There is small chance of our holding
out long against those fellows, but
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we'll do the best we can,
you, mademolselle?”

"l go with you,"
quietly,

“Agalnst your own peoplef”

“Those are not my peope! They
are outlaws, renegades, ley by the
murderer of my father.”

“Then let us go back; every moment
lost will count agalnst us. Wok up
the packs, Rrady, you lesd off;
Schults, take care of the preacher and
keep his tongue still”

The house was exactly as wa left
It, a few red embers on the hearth
alonae shedding spectral 1light about
the main room, as we groped our way
forward. There were heavy wogden
bars to it across the doors, and i se-
cured these se soon us I deposited my
pack on the floor.

“Mademoiselle,” 1 pald, staring ubeout
at the blank walle In some perplexity.
“You know this place better than any
of us; surely it was not erected here
in the wilderness without some pro-
vislon for defendge In case of attack.
Are those walla solid "

"No, monsleur; they wers made
tight, #0 no gleam of light would aver
show withoul, but there are gunporta
here—usea."

She, slipped aslde a small wooden
shutter, fitted Ingeniously between the
logs, revealing an opening sufficlent
for a rifie barrel.

“There are four along this wall, and
a8 many opposite. At the rear you
muet stand on the bench, so as to fire
above the shed roof”

“lenve that preacher alone, and
open them up, Schultz,” 1 commanded
sharply. “There is not light enough
here now to show withoul. Now,
Brady, see if there are any extra guns
in the shack, or ammunition. Lay
everything out here convenlent. A
rifle? Good! We'll give that to our
Moravian friend; he may be opposed
to war on principle, but, by all the
gode! he'll fight now, If Schultz ean
pound the truth Into him, What I«
that, mademotiselle? Powder and ball
in the blg chest; show Brady where
it 8. This l&n‘t going to be such &
one-sided affair after alb Five of use,
counting Block, who may not koow
which end of the gun to point. 1 am
poing to gcout outside and ses when
those fellows gross over.”

Brady ehaded his eyes to
acrosg it me through the gloom.

“You'd better let me go."

“No; I'll try it alone; get everything
ready, and leave the bar down.”

“You will be careful, monsiaur?"
There wae an unconcealed note of anx-
fety In the volee that cnused me to
glance back at her qulckly In surprise.

“Ho assured of that, mademolsells,”
I returned. "1 know the duty of an
ally," and stepped without, closing the
door behind me.

What about

ghe answered

slare

CHAPTER XI.
| Fight a Red-Coat.
Convinced that my coming had not
been perceived, and that po Indian

His Lips Gave Vent to One Wild Cry.

scouls were watching the cabin, |
pressed forward into the depths of the
wookls, oMiged to proceed slowly be
oause of the darkness. So cautlous
was I, lest some nolse might betray
my presence, that | wag some mo-
ments In passiog through the fringe of
trees (0 where | could obtaln view of
the lake, and the dark line of shore op
posite.

I bad advanced for perbaps mn hun-
dred yards, passing beyond where we
had attained land the eévening before,
when | suddenly came to a halt, aink-
Ing to my knees, and staring forward
across a slight openlng in the forest
growth. At firet | was vot aure that
what I saw was actually & man, but
as the object moved toward me, all
doubt vanished. He was not only a
man, but a white man; at least he was
not clothed as an Iondian; and, as he
stepped forth Into the open, more
clenrly revealed for an instant, I could
have sworn that he wore a uniform
coat, with buttons that gleamed dully
in the twillght. He looked a glant, n
great, hulking outline, but stepped
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lightly enough, not the slightest sound
betraying his cat-like movements as
he came steadily onward, with Head
bent forward, his rifle advanced, 1
felt sure of hia identity almost at
onece; surely he could be no other than
the British agent, whom mademolselle
held guilty of her father's murder, the
man who masguernded under my own
pame. 1 felt my blood grow hot with
angor. He would pass within a yard
of me; he was alone, seoking his way,
endeavoring to plan how he ghould
lead his savages to an aseault. If 1
could get him It would be half the bat-
tle.

I watched him clogely, peering about
the smooth bark of the tree, one foot
advanced ready for a spring., Some
instinct of wild life must have told
m of my presence, for he stopped
stlll, peering anbout suspiclously, his
rifle flung forward, 1 dared not delay,
yot swift as 1 was, his guick eye
enught my movement, The gun butt
swinging through the air met his rifle
barrel, slid along the steel, and struck
a glancing blow, He reeled back,
dazed, half stunned, dropping his own
weapon, yet seizing the muezle of mine
to keep from falling. 1 endeavored to
jerk It free, but he hung to it des-
perately. Scarce knowing how It was
done, we were together, grappling
each other, the disputed gun kicked
aside under our feel.

He swore once, n mad English oath,
but I choked It back, clutching his
throat in iron grip, straining to force
him to the fulerum of my knee, Then
he found grasp of my hair, burling my
head banok until the agony compelled
me to let go, 1 struck him equare In
the face, a blow that would have
dropped an ordinary man, but he only
snarled, and closed in, grappling my
wrist with one hand, the other fumb-
ling for a knife at his balt. By God's
mercy 1 got It Orst; yet could not
strike, for he had me foul, gripped to
him ns if held in n vizse. I could feel
the musecles of his chest, the stralning
ginews of his arms as they crushed
me. | gave back, down, my limbs
trembling beneath the force with
which he flung the whole welght of his
body agalpst mine, 1 had met my
matceh, and [ knew It. Yet the knowl-
edge gave me fresh strength, flercer
determination. The very conception
of defeat eraged me; my braln held no
thought save a mad lmpulse to con
quer him, show him who was the bet-
ter man!

1 wrenched aslde, breaking that
strangle-hold by sheer strength and
wrestling skill. Again we gripped,
face to face, our muscles straining as
wo sought advantage of hold. My
hunting shirt gave, tearing apart llke
brown paper, glving me a scant sec-
ond as his grasp slipped. It wae
enough, 1 had him locked at my hip;
yet straln as 1 would hie welght baf-
fled every effort. FHack and forth we
struggled. crushing the bushes under
foot, our breath coming In sobs, every
musecle aching under the awful strain.
Nelther dared loosen a finger grip. Our
oyes glared Into each other with sav-
nge hate. How it would have ended
God kncws, had the fellow not slipped
on the brush root, so that the added
welght of my body flung him head-
long. Even as he went over, bearing
me along with him, his head crushing
into the side of a tree as he fell, his
lips gave vent to one wild ery. Then
ae lay still, motionless, a huge black
shapd outstretched on the ground in
the ghastly light of dawn,

1 got to my kunees, scarcely realizing
what had happened, peering down Into
the upturned face, one hand ralsed to
strike If the man moved. There wns
not a motion. I bent lower—the eyes
wera closed, blood dripped from his
hair. 1 turned the head, so as to bet-
ter percelve the features—suurely this
was not the man for whom 1 had been
mistaken! He was big enough, but
marked by dissipation, and wore a
black mustache, As 1 live there was
not a resemblance. Who was he
then? 1 got to my feet and searched
out my rifle In the tangled brush.
Bome nolse reached me—the splash of
water, the echio of a far-off voloe. They
were coming, the Indlans; they had
heard his last cry; they were already
crossing the ford, 1 hesltated an in-
gtant, staring down at him, lstening
intently that I might be sure, then
turned and ran swiftly toward the
clearing. It was already gray dawn,
and even in the dense woods I could
see to mvold the trees. Behind me
rang out a wild whoop of savagery;
they had discovered the body! 1
glanced back across my shoulder, as 1
ran; burst forth into the clearing, and,
roeckless of all else, raced for the
house. 1 fell onee, my foot alipping on
a hummock, but was up Instantly,
plunged at the door, and leaped with-
In. Brady caught me, thrust the wood-
en bars down into thelr soeckets, and
hall drogged me over to the bench.

“What 1a 1t are they coming? he
asked.

It was darker In there than outside,
and 1 could barely perceive his face,

"Yes,"” 1 panted. “They are just be-
hind me. I-I bad to run for it. Get—
get to the stations; I'll—I'll tell you
Inter what happened out there™

He left me, and my eyes, accustom-
ing themselves to the gloom, began to
discern objacts In the room. I got to
my feet, still breathing heavily trom
exhaustion, yet with braln  nctive.

Brady was close beslde me, kneellng
on the floor, hin eyo at an openg be-
iween the logs.

“8ee anything?

“There are figurés moving at the
edge of the wood,” he answerbd, with-
out glancing around, “but they don't
come out go | can tell what they look
like. The way your clothes are torn
You must bave had a Aght?"

“l dld—wlith the blg fellow in a red
Jacket. He's lylng out there with a
cracked pkull, That le why those fel-
lows don't know what to do—they're
short a leader.”

1 got to my feel, and stared about,
eeeking mademolselle, Bhe was be-
yond the table, and our eyes met.

“You—you killed him, monsieur?"

“l1 do not know; 1 threw him, his
head struck against o tree, and he lay
still, 1 had to run; only he was not
your man, mademolselle; he looked
no more llke me than you do.”

“You—you are sure?

“Yes; I saw his face. It was lighter
out there, and he lay fiat on his back.
He was big enough, If anything larger
even than I am, and gave me a fight
for it until his foot slipped. He had
blnck halr and mustache, and his face
was full of purple veins, He looked
French to me.”

“Yet wore a red coat?"

“Ay! and swore In English, the oné
oath I heard. You know anyone llke
that?

There was a shot without, and the
chug of a ball ns it struck against the
logs; then another, and Brady's volce
tense with strain:

“They're goin' to try It, an' ther's
sure some Injuns out ther; the whol
edge o' the woods s alive with ‘em.
Get rendy now! This ain't goin' ter
be no slouch o' a fight,”

| sprang across to the nearest open-
ing, yet stopped to be sure of the ar

rangement within, The gvay light
slealing In through the small firing
holes failled to glve distnetl view

neross the room.

“Where are you Schultz?"

“Here mit der front."”

"“Oh, all right; what has become of
your friend?"

"Ho vas Lo load; he do dot, but not
fight, Maybe dot help some, don't it?

| enw the man then, his white face
showing dimly, and before him three
rifles lyving ncross the table,

“You found more guns?"

Hrady glanced asidg to answer.

“The girl did; she knew where they
were—ah! now the rumpus has be-
gun!”

Reports, blending almost into a vol-
ley, sounded without, the thud of lead
gtriking the logs in dull echo. One
stray ball found entrance, eplintered
an edge of the bench, apd flattened
out against the stone chimney. |
dropped lto one knee, my eyes at the
opening,

CHAPTER XII.

We Meet Them With Rifies,

Small a8 my peek hole was, just
large enough to admit a rifle barrel, It
yet afforded clear view to east and
south of the house. As I gazed, striv-
ing o determine what: the various
movements meant, and from which
direction to anticipate final attack, an
Indlan erept out into the open, crawl-
Ing on his etomach llke a sonke
through the grass. Others followed,
untll a dozen wriggling forms begun
to advance Ingh by inch, hugging the
ground so clogely I conld scarcely per-
celve thelr movement, [ heard a slight
vound within, ag Brady quietly thrust
forward his rifie

“Walt & moment,” 1 ealled to him,
not yenturing to glance about, but
holding up one hand In warning, “it 1s
a long shot yet, and we must make
every one tell, Walt until the first
fellow 18 half acrosg; then pick your
man. Who Is at the loophole beyond
us ™

“It 12 1, monsieur”

“You, mademociselle! Hadn't you
better let Schultz take that place?”

“An' why, monsieur? ' —the soft
voice coally indignant. “Am I afrald?
Am 1 unable to shoot? Wh) should 1
not stay?"

“Those are Indlans,” 1 began, I
thought—"
“Bah! My people! Those robbers

and cowards, | told you there s no
Wyandot among them, You will see,
monslear,”

“All right then. I take that first one,
and you pick the two to the left. Fire
when I give the word. Schultz lay out
one of those extrn guns beside each of
us. Ready now; the fellows who nre
not hit will jump and run for the
woods as soon as we firn; glve them
& second shot before they can reach
cover."”

“Ready now!" 1 commanded sharp
ly. *“Leot them have it—fire!"”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Old Peliefs Lost,

Few are the beliefs and still fewer
the superstitions of today. We pre
tend to account for everything until
we do not believe onough for the
humanity so essential to moral disc)
pline. The phantasmic age has long
been unfurnished of all its Ingenious
nmllure. That glowing day has set,
"leaving none of ita ethereal hues in
our old twilight. We have loat some-
thing for which we have no substitute

e

IEWSPAPEHS AND THE BIBLE

u.utlm Cites Authorities In Defense
of Grammar for Which It
Was Critiglzed.

the country were gunbipg for
spoke scornfully becauss the
mmmm%
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satisfied with these writers, we now
offer them II Chronicles, 20;7:

“Art thou not our (God, who didst
drive oot the Inhabitants of this lund
before thy people lsrael, and gavest it
to the seed of Abraham thy friend for
aver?” | 1

Probably most of them will a.dmlt
that the Ktu Jumas nniu ot
mu ton 10 |
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the ear when the verdb comes ulong
In the second person, However, it
admits that the pofsonal pronoun has
in thlg fnstance for antecedent u cholee
of wubjects, one {n the socond and one
in the third person. It yeems that we
are free to use our own ear and find
out whether, it is jarred or not. As a
he | matter

+

faet, ¢
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to ear and visual Imegination the
Rible, Carlyle. Maeaulay and Long
foellow can probably stagger alung -
Harper's Weekly.
Mesting Modern Problems.
“What do you think we ought to dy
with these gurmen?’ asked m uig

! [ 'MM”MMH'

nrliln
Wum AWMI
tld'trﬂnmuy suying “for years

| and years and years,” in the course

of & sermon. He was preaching on
the Prodigal Son, and gpoke of him ait-
ting down In that far-off lend thinking
of the home that he had not gee “'for
yoars and years and years.”

That was all right, but presently he
spoke of the waelecome to his old home,
and of the calf which his father had
kept in antlelpation of that bappy day.

“Yeu," sald he, dropping Into his fa-
vorite candence for the winding up of a
sentence: “Yes, the calf which he had
kept for years and yoars nnd years!”

Then somebody laughed!

SCALY PSORIASIS ON LIMBS

Troop H, 6th U, 8, Cavalry, Camp
McCoy, Bparta, Wis—"I was troubled
with psoriasls for nearly two years.
Portions of my arms and limbs were
affected mostly with it. It appeared
in scaly form, breaking out In very
small dots and gradually grew larger
and white seales formed when about
the size of an ordinary match-head.
The looks of it was horrible, which
made It very unpleasant for me. It
iteched a little at times.

“I tried several treatments which
cured mo for a month, but it always
broke out agaln, One day a friend
saw the advertisement of Culcura
Soap and Olntment in the paper and
I sont for a sample. They helped me,
so 1 purchagsed two more boxes of
Cutleura Olntment and some Cutlcura
Soap and they completely cured me,
It took three months for Cuticura
Soap and Olntment to complete my
cure.” (Signed) Walter Mahony, Oct.
22, 1912,

Cuticura Soap and Olntment sold
throughout the world. Sample of each
free,with 32-p. Skin Book, Address post-
card "Cuticura, Dept. L, Boston."—Ady,

It's difficult to account for the bright
remarks of some chlldren after hear-
ing thelr parents talk.

What is Castoria.

Be Able to Cure Many of the
Hia of Mankind,

Dr. Bertillon of Parls asserts that
peychothernpln, or soul-culture, in the
medicing of the future,

He does not put his patients into
hynotls trances, but places them In
an environment which ereatea an ap-
petite for sleep. He invites them to
reposa on thelr beds and think of
nothing, " Then he leaves them, and
they gradually succumb to the “tlek-
tack of a metronome.

When & patlent Is In a hypnotle
¢lumber, If It {8 desired that he shall
ba cured of a tendency to excessive
indulgence In alechol, the psychother
aplst suggesta to hlin that he cannot
rilse a glass of absinthe to his lps,
and repeats the suggestion until the
prohibition Is so engraved upon the
brain that {f the patient would he
could not do so. p

Dr. Bertillon {a frequently consulied
by those who have had unhappy love
affairs, and it (s sald that through hyp-
notism they obtain releasa from their
unrequited . passion.

Wright's Indian Vegetable Pills are sold
with and withont soluble sugar coating.
They regulate the bowals, invigorate the
liver and purify the blood, Adv.

God ereated man a lttle lowar than
the angels, but you can't make some
men belleve It

Bmile on wanh day. That's when you use
Red Cross Ball l!lun Clothes whiter than
mnow. All grocers. Adv,

She's a wise widow who never
shows how wise phe Ia.

Worma expeiled
mn with Dr.
Adrv.
Worry Is part of the price a man
pays for living,

Electric slgns let out some brilliant
n-ma.rks

ron?l!r from the human
¥'s Vermifuge “Dead

Pinthun 8 Vogohhh
every suffering womam, "' —
FIsHER, 1642 Juniata Street,
phis, Pa.

wonders
wonld nut be without it.
placemen
unull

:Ipadma'-nnd
at presen

long besides hou
can see what it has n.i'u-m l

iy ":g....,w i
mlnyof prpitt 8t., Providence, R.

Dnnmor Signals to Wom Ll
are what one physician cal

e, NErvousness, lnd
In many cases they
some female
matory, ulgerative condi
pe overcome

e g bl g wilingly estify ta
() arican w
its virtoe
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CASTORIA is a harmless substitute for Castor Oil, Paregoric, Drops and

Soothing Syrups. It is pleasant. It contains neither Opium, Morphine nor
other Narcotic substance. Its age is its guarantee. It destroys Worms and allays:
Feverishness, For more than thirty years it has been in constant use for the reliéf,
of Constipation, Flatulency, Wind Colic, all Teething Troubles and Diarrhma. It
regulates the Stomach and Bowels, assimilates the Food, giving healthy and
natural sleep. The Children’s Panacea—The Mother's Friend.

The Kind You Have Always Bought, and which has been in use for over
30 years, has borne the signature of Chas. H, Fletcher, and has been made under = .
his personal supervision since its infancy, Allow no one to deceive you in this. -
All Counterfeits, Imitations and “ Just-as-good” are but Experiments that trifle with

and endanger the health of Infants and Children—Experience against Experiment.
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Letters from Prominent Physicians
addressed to Chas. H. Fletcher. -

Dr. Albert W. Kahl, of Buffalo, N. Y., says: “‘I have used Castoria in
my practice for the past 26 years, I regard it as an excellent msdiuint

for children.”

Dr., Ouswre A. Bisengrasber, of St. Paul, Minn.,, says: “I have M
your Castorla repeatedly In my practice with good resulta, and ean recoms
mend It as an excelient, mild and harmless remedy for children.”

Dr. B. J. Dennis, of 8t. Louis, Mo, sa

gays: “I have used and pnmlhu

your Castorla i my sanitarium and outside practice for & number of yeuly
and find it to be an excelleni remedy for children.”

Dr. 8. A. Buchanan, of Philadelphia, Pa., eays: “1 have used your 0&-
toria in the case of my own baby and find It pleasant to take, and hl".
obtalned exeellent resulls from its use' )

Dr, J. E. S8impson, of Chicago, I, gays: “I have used your Castoria l!!.
cages of colle In chlldren and have found it the best medicine of its m

on the market.”

Dr. R. E. Eskildson, of Omaha, Neb., L
It is the best thing for infants and chlldrem I'' |

standard family remedy.

says: “I find your Castoria to be l“

have ever koown and I recommend it"”

Dr, L. F. ltobingon, of Kansas City, Mo, says: “Your Castorin eurwnw %
has merit. Is not its age, its continued use by mothers through all these |
years, and the many attempts to imitate it, suficlent recommerdation? 3

What can a physteian add?

Leave it to the mothers.

Dr. Bdwin F. Pardee, of New York City, says: “For several years I ha
recommaeanded your Castorin and shall always continue to do so, as it
invariably produced beneficlal results,” < f‘ v

L .

Dr. N. B. Blzer, of Brooklyn, N. Y.,

says: “I object to what , called

patent medicines, where maker alone knows what ingredients nX fut In'
them, but I know the formula of your Castoria and advise its hu."

CENUINE CASTORIA ALW 2" ,.-

Bears the Signature of

The Kind You Have Klways Bought

'In Use For Over 30 Years.

THE CENTAUR COMPANY, NEw YORK CITY,

burness doalam or direst from

P}hﬂhd all forma of dlktemper,
BPFOHN MEDICAL U0,

mmmmuu.um lld..v.l.l.

HOOSIER BINDER TWINE

A'ITENTION 8'!ic FARMERS

500 1bw. Prlnl.a.b.bnm

g__q. suiu

\\\\\“W// //'

ESTERN CANADA NC




